"Robert, you want to move 
back into town.” 

"You know how Bertha feels 
about that.” 

"Two Gibsons.” 

The men waited for their 
Gibsons, rocking and nodding 
with the train. 

"Roger, you're as set on moving 
back to town as I am.” 

“I know it.” 

They lit cigarettes. 

"Christ I’m feeling randy.” 
“You and me both.” 

“I mean I’m all musky,” said 
Robert. "Maybe it’s the weather." 

Th^y tasted their Gibsons. 
“And this stuff doesn’t help 
much. Look over there.” 

Roger looked to his left. Sitting 
alone was a girl about twenty -five 
drinking whiskey and ginger ale. 

“She’s not a regular,” said 
Robert. 

“She's nervous, that’s for sure.” 
"A tart?” 

“No. Somebody’s secretary,” 

“You getting any joy outta 

"Well, I’ll tell you Robert. It 
might be on. Might be. Has to 
happen accidentally. Know what I 
mean? Like an office party, a kiss 
or two, then b^ck to the office. 
That kind of accident. 

They sat quietly for perhaps 


"My secretary.” 

“Think she'd have a drink with 

"Who? My secretary?” 

"That one.” 

"Forget her, kid. She’s off to 
spend the night with her boss, 
whose wife has gone to her 
mother’s in Florida.” 

"Look at the overnight case.” 

"She’s alone,” said Robert. 

"He took an earlier train.” 

"You got it all worked out?” 
asked Robert. 

"I don’t like mysteries. Now I 

"But you don’t know.” 

Robert. That way you get to 
know everything. When you know 
everything you have a sort of 
manner. A look that people 
respect. That's why I make more 
money than you do. I know every- 
thing." 

“Two Gibsons,” said Robert. 

“Robert, you ever meet Crazy 
Dugan?” 

"No.” 

“You’d get a charge out of 

"So.” 

"He bought me a drink at 
lunch. He was at the bar. Well, 
you know he fronts for this tele- 
vision production company - they 



“He knows that I can throw 

and then. That he knows.” 

They sipped their drinks a 
while. 

"Roger, do you want to know 
something that's really weird?” 
“What?” 


"You won't believe this. But 



“You should have gone 
much better college, kid.” 


“I’ve seen some pretty filthy 
photos, you know, that sort of 
thing.” 

"Well, this I tell you Bob: Show 
a blue movie to a girl who 
wouldn't do it for a million dol- 
lars, not even with Burton, and by 
ten minutes she’ll have your pants 
off without you even knowing it." 

“Gets ’em,” said Bob thought- 
fully. 





The drinks arrived and they 
tasted them. Bob lit a cigarette 

name. "Well, as I saidi Roger, I'm 
feeling pretty randy.” 

Roger fished for his onion, care- 
fully rolling it up the inside of the 

"Roger, I envy you. Working in 
an advertising agency. Getting out, 
meeting actresses and models.” 
Roger popped the onion into 
his mouth and crunched it. 
"You’re forgetting the pressure, 

“Yeh. Still, how’d you like add- 
ing up money all day?” 

“Bob, that’s your bent. Mine's 
communications. Simple as that.” 
They both looked thoughtfully 
out of the window. 

"Funny," Bob finally said, “the 
way the guy comes right out and 
suggests a thing like that.” 

"Yeh.” 


“Hey Roger! Roger!” Bob 
pushed through the swinging men 
on the 8:45. ”1 was afraid I’d 



missed you. Looked for you on 
the platform.” 

“What’s up?” Roger had found 


“I was thinking last night about 
our conversation. You know, 
about Crazy Dugan?” Bob drop- 
ped his voice. “I was thinking. . .” 
But his distance from Roger 

impossible. 

“I was thinking it might be fun 
to take him up on it. I mean, what 
the hell.” O' 

“Bob, I’ll tell you something. 
That accident that’s going to 
happen to my secretary. . . ?” 


“Hah! Two minds. . .” 

Roger smiled and opened his 
newspaper. Bob swung on the grip 
above him, realization coming 
over his face like a traffic acci- 

“You wouldn’t do that, Roger. 
I wouldn’t do it to you. I’d share. 
You know, share, Look, have 
lunch with me, will you? Will you 

Roger squeezed his bacon, let- 
tuce and tomato sandwich so it 
could fit in his mouth. "Thing is, 
women,” he said. “I’m all right. 
What about you?” 

“Doesn’t your secretary have a 


Look will you do this Roger, will 
you do this? Set it up with your 
secretary, then suggest a foursome 
because you’ve got a friend in 
from out of town? Ask her to 

“Linda. Ask her to bring Linda. 
Okay?” 

They paid the bill and went 
outside. 

“Now you set it up and call me, 

“Bob, only if I can.” 

“You can. And do it as soon as 
you get back because I’ve got to 
think of something to tell 


"I could ask.” 

“Come on now. Isn’t there any- 
one who comes and talks to her? 
Someone she eats lunch with?” 
“Girl from the typing pool.” 
“Typing pool. What’s she look 
like?” 

"Big girl." 

“How big?” 

“Well, more strong than big.” 
“You’re telling me she’s a dog.” 
“No Bob, a dog she is not.” 
“Well roughly, what would you 

Roughly.” 

"Forty-two, ah, thirty-four, 

“That’s great.” 

“Only she’s not very tall.” 
“Dumpy,” Bob said sadly and 

“Bob, for chrissake, I don’t 
even know if she’s a good friend, 
Or that she’ll come anyway. May- 
be she’s married to a policeman in 
Miami. I don’t know.” 

“You’re all talk aren’t you? All 
talk. You don’t know anything 

“Now listen kid, I don’t have to 
do any arranging. I haven’t even 
invited you along on this little. . .” 
“No, no, no, no. Forget it. 


"Bertha? Betty. Roger just 
phoned. He’s shooting night 
scenes in the Keys or somewhere. 
He’s not coming back tonight and 
I thought if you and Bob 

“Bob’s staying in town to bal- 
ance some books.” 


"Darling, that’s why I called." 

“Linda, this is Bob, the fella I 
told you about.” 

“Hi,” said Bob. 

She said “Hi” to Bob and grip-' 
ped his hand. 

“And Cleath,” said Roger. 

“Hi.” 

The four stood there smiling at 

“ I’d-like-a- Brandy- Alexander, " 
said Cleath in a high rushing voice. 

In her stiletto heels she was 
six-foot-one. 

"Hey, that’s a good idea,” said 
Roger. “Four?” 

Linda said, “Ttch.” 

"That okay with you?” Bob 

She nodded and looked down 
at her strong legs. 



"Linda-works-in-the-typing- 
pool,” said death. 

“Well, that’s just great," said 
Roger. "How long have you been 
with us?” 

"I'm going to quit soon.” 

"Gee I’m sorry to hear that,” 
said Bob. 

They sat at a small table with 
only one way in. death slid in 
first closely followed by Linda. 
Then came Roger and lastly 
Robert. 

"Well, here we are," said Roger, 
slapping his thigh. 

"Ttch.” 

“Anyway, here's to a fun even- 
ing.” Robert raised his glass. 

“Hear, hear,” said Roger. 

They all drank and the four 
glasses came down like two pairs 
of shoes dropped on the floor. 
They looked fixedly at their 
glasses. 

"Linda-had-a-slipped-disc-last- 

Tuesday.” 

"Hey, I’m sorry to hear that,” 
said Roger. 

"That’s why I’m quitting." 

“Still pretty sore huh?” asked 
Robert, leaning across Roger. 
Linda looked at death and said, 
"Ttch.” 

Robert straightened up, still 
smiling, and finished his drink. 

Betty and Bertha had two chic- 
ken TV dinners each. "Never 
enough in one,” Bertha said, 
bringing four out of the kitchen. 
Betty had her shoes off and was 
stretched out on the sofa under a 
hand mirror, plucking her widow's 
peak. They had already drunk half 
a quart of bourbon. They were 
half-watching "Hawaiian Eye.” 


Betty said, "Roger knows 1 
know he’s a.bastard. That’s the 



said Bertha, peeling back tin foil 
from a tiny chicken leg. 


“You don’t really think they’re 
both working tonight, do you 
Bertha?" 

The question remained un- 
answered while they watched 
Troy Donahue massively and 
humbly kiss a girl. 

“You can't tell me they're both 
working tonight,” continued 
Betty. 

"Robert sounded genuine 
enough. Even frightened,” said 

"Frightened?" 

“He’s frightened sleeping alone, 
is all,” said Bertha. 

“Don’t worry about that, dar- 
ling,” said Betty. 

‘‘You - didn 't-say-y ou- was- 
bringing-us-to-a-hotel room!” 

“Ttch.” 

“Now it’s not what you think, 
death,” said Roger. "No. Just 
that a friend got me this film and 
he said we’d get a real bang out of 

The girls were standing stiffly 
side-by-side in the doorway. 

"What kind of film?” asked 

"A blue film is what they call 
them.” said Roger. 

’’Hey. Ever seen one? I 
haven’t," said Bob gaily. 

“What kind of a bang?" asked 

“Look you go sit down while I 
get the thing threaded on. Okay?” 
Roger briskly swung on the ma- 
chine, popping open little doors, 
clicking Switches, then squinting 
at the tiny black frames on the 
film with great interest. 

“Oh, this is rare, rare,” he said, 

"We-have-to-go-to-the-toilette. 
Where-is-the-toilette-anyone- 
know?” They rushed unerringly at 
a door on the right of the room 
and locked themselves in. 


Robert looked at Roger anx- 
iously. Mumbling came from the 
bathroom. After two minutes the 
girls came out. Linda looked at 
the two men by the projector, 
then at death, then squared her 
shoulders. Together, full of the 
strength of fresh resolve, they 
strode over to an isolated armchair 
and sat uncomfortably on the 
arm-rests. Robert sat by himself 
on a sofa, and Roger, switching 
the machine on and the lights off, 
sulkily joined him. The machine 
rattled and whirred. A cracked 
sepia square appeared on the 
white wall. Numbers flashed by. 

Bertha reached with an exagger- 
ated steadiness for the nearly 
empty bottle. 

“You were twennyfive. I was 
twennyone. I remember distinc- 
tly,” said Betty. 

“Y ou still knew what you were 
doing,” said Bertha. 

"Hah!” 

"You enjoyed it. That makes it 
worse. I didn’t. That man!" said 
Bertha. 

"What about mine?” said Betty 
solemnly. 

"That's what I mean. At least . 
yours was a professional actor!” 

Betty bent her head over her 
drink and pushed away a lock of 
hair that had fallen in. She clicked 
her teeth on the glass. "You ever 
feel sort of funny wondering if 
right now, right now, there are 
some people watching it? Watch- 

Bertha sat watching Jack Paar 
awhile, then said, "I never think 
about it. I mean I ask you, who'd 
recognize us after all these years? 
Who? Maybe our husbands. Maybe 
them. But NOBODY else." ^ 
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BOSOM BUDDY 

by Joe Ferraro 


Whatever the shape of the fash- 
ionable bosom may be, the 
hamper makers are ready. Bras- 
siere making is a relatively new 
trade. Not as new as the auto- 
mobile, but it's a business that has 

of the century. The flat-chested 
flappers were supposedly sexy, at 
least according to the fond 
memories of those bad old bootleg 
days, but they looked about as 
attractive as a barrell of carpeting. 
However this “anti-bosom” move- 
ment was actually responsible for 
die term brassiere. 

History indicates that an an; 
cient uplifting device was used by 
the Egyptians to support things. 
Puritan females, anxious to win a 
man to keep them warm during 
the long New England winters, 
resorted to an affair made of cloth 
bands to make their boobies shape 
up for the appraisal of Puritan 

The name of this noble harness 
fell into disuse when socialite do- 
gooder Caresse Ingly came along 
with a contraption which was 
designed to FLATTEN the boob, 
not amplify it. This was the most 
negative thing to hit the world 
since those freaky broads the 
Amazons, who used to cut their 
breasts off when they got in the 
way. (I don’t know in the way of 
what!) 

But although its depressing 
effects have long ago disappeared 
from mammary, they still call the 
device as dujy did in those dark 
days of the' flapper, a brassiere, 
after the French term for a small 
child’s undershirt. It was a good 


description of Miss Ingly’s mach- 
ine, but hasn’t much to do with 
what we call by the same name 

If you glance at the current 
advertisements for brassieres 
you’ll find yourself staring at the 
results of some of the most 
sophisticated civil engineering 
schools turning out master’s theses 
for a year and a half. 

Fashion, form, make, mold, 
glamorize, gather up, push,' point, 
emphasize, enlarge, in from here, 
up from there - nobody’s happy 
with what they’re got to begin 
with. If a girl doesn’t like her 
birthright, a quick hop to the local 
hampery and she’ll walk out more 
like the woman she wants to be. 

Think of the money it saves 
that you could be spending on a 
head-shrinker! How can you 
defeat the two-pronged attack of 
logic and economics.? 

No matter what the problem 
may be - small or large, minute or 
overmuch, the bra men have the 
answer. For a look at a typical 
brassiere works - an example of 
the industrial force that made 
America great - let us choose 
Maidenform, one of the better- 
known molders of modem flesh. 
“I DREAMED I DANCED TOP- 
LESS IN MY MAIDENFORM 
BRA!” Sound familiar? It should. 

The Biggest Seller, for some 
reason, is white. Still haven’t 
figured that one out. Maybe they 
like to dye their own instead of 
choosing from the rather pedes- 
trian selection above. 

The Maidenform ads are un- 
doubtedly the most effective bra 


ads ever devised by Mad. Ave. 
They bare somehow able to 
verbalize most of the stranger fan- 
tasies that women ate heir to. 
Poor, little repressed creatures 
that they are, their mind full of 
dusty, fusty, fetid cotridors 
chockablock with neuroses and 
like bothers, they really groove 
the idea of all the fantastic 
changes that they could go 
through like running up and down 
streets with their clothes off. 
Maidenform gets them as close to 
the dream as possible. Clever. 

The next time you’re trying to 
slip the catch on one of these 
contraptions to get at the goodies 
inside, give a thought to the men 
who made it all possible. 

The company enjoys yearly sales 
of over $700 million a year. That’s 
a lot of B cups, Pedro. And it was 
the ads that sold the cups. Two at 
a time, too. Try that with yachts. 

The firm-up firm has more than 
three thousand people on the pay- 
roll, and this figure includes a 
couple dozen engineers who have 
nothing to do all day but design 
new ways to frustrate the designs 
of nature and immature teen- 
ager’s hands. 

There are more than six factor- 
ies from here to there and foreign 
contractors as far away as West 
Virginia. The hub of the Maiden- 
fotm complex, perhaps I should 
say the Nipple, is at Booming. 
Bustling (oops!), Brazen, Bawdy, 
Bilious, Buxom Bayonne, New 
Jersey. There the basic cutting out 
is done. Then they send the little 
pieces out to be stitched into 
regional facsimiles of the real 
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The view of che female bosom has 
been getting better and better for 
quite some time now. The new 
fashions require so much more 
than the average girl has, chat the 
manufacturers are hard pressed to 
find new ways of causing old 
gardens to blossom anew. Also 
there are the phenomenal, fantas- 
tic, incredible, inedible, wildly 
palpable plastic boobs which not 
only require, but absolutely 
demand a minimum required 
support (unless a girls wanes to 


wake up and find her breast pads 

It has been said that women 
stole the idea of those gay 
decievers, ‘falsies’ from English 
dandies of the late 18th century. 
Those agents were prone to pad- 
ding their stocking-covered legs 
back in those long-lost days of 
knee britches, to give a more 

mer’s legs were more admired 
than they are today. Clever ladies 
spotted the scam immediately and 
put the padding where it did them 


the most good. 

The first true bra was a simple 
device called a “debevoise”, a 
term which persisted to the begin- 
ning of this century. 1 1 was invent- 
ed by Charles Lebevoise. It was a 
simple light breast support consist- 
ing of a couple of straps crossed at 
the back and tied in front under 
those indescribably sweet and 
luscious pear-shaped protruber- 
ances that the crass are wont to 
label "boobs.” ^ 
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Honolulu is a nice place. Nice 
to grow up in, nice to get old in. 
Humuhumu Nukununku was born 
on the slopes of Mauna Loa after 
all the foolishness with the Japan- 
ese was over with, and she really 
shows it. Years of galloping up 
and down mountain sides does 
good things for a girl’s bod. It did 
such good things for Humuhumu’s 
bod that she attended the Uni- 
versity of Hawaii as a Hula stu- 
dent. 

Her teacher, Kamana Wanalaia, 
was considered the greatest hip 
twitcher in the islands, and she 
taught everything she knew to 
Humuhumu. She was asked what 
she thought of this great gift from 
the former queen of the belly. 
"Kamahemahe lanaii puu, Kawa. 
Wakanaka muumuo lei 1301 ’ 
huhu!” was her answer. Even if 
your Hawaiian's rusty, you’ll 
recognize the old saying, ”A 
dancer’s quick on her legs.” 



with a bod like hers she could 
probably make good bread just 
standing still on a beach some- 
where. Her most important thing 
is the rebirth of the classic bare- 
breasted style of hula which hasn't 
been seen in the islands since the 
missionaries messed things up. 


Wobiilh of the 
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Breckenridge, here, has found tha 
point of departure. She can reall 
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She likes her new position 





Shades of Hazel! Things have 
changed in the domestic business. 
It’s gotton so expensive to hire 
maids for house-cleaning that 
some people have just given up on 
the whole idea, deeded the house 
to the maid and rented it back 
from her. That way it’s her own 
house, and she has to clean it 
herself. Not really a bad idea. She 
also gets stuck with the insurance 
and cutting the grass. 
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She wants it to have a happy ending 
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erotica 


Now There Are Two Erotica Records 

EROTICA ~ 1 and the brand new EROTICA #2, combine to bring 
uninhibited, startling beyond description. Hear the actual, almost 
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